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	The Last Man on Earth

**I shouldn't be starting something new _again_ but here we go. **

* * *

><p>Anna brushed her hair back, sliding fingers through the strands to make sure she had them all. Pulling the band off of her wrist she wrapped it around the ponytail at the back of her head and pulled tightly.<p>

"ANNNNNNAAAA!"

She groaned at her mothers cry, swiveling in her desk chair to face her bedroom door. Everything around her was in boxes: labeled, stacked, organized, her life tucked away and ready to be shipped. She'd be happy if this was under normal circumstances but life never ended up that way.

Her mother, the current enemy, appeared in the doorway, a small smile on her face. Anna turned her back to the woman, watching her reflection chuckle and shake her head.

"Your plane is leaving in three hours, we have to get moving if you want to be there for orientation tomorrow."

"I don't wanna go anymore." Anna picked herself up off the chair and walked towards her bare bed, looking down at her neatly packed suitcases. She hadn't closed them yet, not entirely ready to say goodbye to her bedroom and make this move real.

"Don't say that. You begged me to help you find a place for this residency. This is a great opportunity." Her mother stepped further into the room, fiddling with the zipper on the suitcase.

"I know that mom, I just don't want to be near _him_."

"Anna, you've known Mark your entire life and he agreed to this. It's not going to be that bad." Anna pulled away when her mother reached out and touched her arm, but the second attempt was accepted. She sighed, turning around to face her mom, who had a smile on her face but a sadness in her eyes. "I am so proud of you."

"Mom, you don't ha-"

"No Anna. I really am proud of you. You've come so far and we both had a little hiccup last year, and we're dealing with it, but we're ok. I'm going to be ok." She pulled her daughter into her arms, holding her closely, tears pooling in her eyes. "Your father would be proud too."

"Ok mom. I'll go, and I'll be good. For you." Anna pulled back from her mom and smiled, whipping the tears away from the woman's face. "I promise I promise."

* * *

><p>She closed her eyes as the plane touched down on the ground in sunny California. She gripped the arms of her seat, her mother's words running through her mind this entire flight. <em>You'll be ok, it'll be ok. Your father would be proud of you, I'm proud of you. <em>She couldn't push past it, the future in front of her intimidating and abrasive. She could handle it though; she knew she could handle it. She went to school for this, she trained for this.

When the plane stopped she opened her eyes, watching the man sat beside her rise. He pushed his way off the plane, disregarding the order of things. Anna shook her head and unbuckled her belt, glancing out the window to her left as the bodies in front of her and behind her rose and started off the plane. When the crowd was gone and the plane was practically empty she picked herself up, gathering her carry on backpack in the overhang.

The flight attendant said goodbye as she passed and she gave him a small wave before stepping into the suspended hall, heading into the terminal. Security checked her passport and let her pass, the vast open room that was the LA Airport now in front of her.

Anna wasted no time in picking up her two suitcases, gathering them from the conveyor belt and heading into the waiting room.

She hadn't seen Mark in six years, and she wished it could stay like that. His mother was a best friend of her mother's, so from a young age they were forced to interact. But he was childish, dirty, and pushy. She had hated him from the beginning; holding against him many occasions that would make her embarrassed to admit to aloud. Their relationship was never the best, even into their teens, and now she was being forced to live with him.

She sighed, dropping into a seat. She pulled out her phone and found his number in her mother's text messages. With a click she was calling, her eyes darting amongst the crowd of people, hoping to spot him so she could get out of here as quickly as possible. It rang through to voicemail, his chipper voice making her scowl as she denied the rest of the call. Giving a breach of five minutes she tried again, the call once again going to voicemail.

_He'll be there to pick you up when you arrive. His mother has already sent over your flight details, please be nice._

Rising, Anna headed towards the entrance door, stepping out into the late hours of afternoon air. The sun was creeping to its demise, the taxis' lined up in front of her. She could all but feel her mother beside her, chiding her for the mere idea of getting into one of those cabs. It brought a smile to Anna's lips, her eyes lingering on a family that stepped out to her right. Looking down quickly at her phone for a fleeting second she rolled her eyes, deciding to give him ten more minutes to show face. As the time ticked by the sun sank even further, families and friends leaving the airport with their retrieved loved ones.

When the exact mark of the minutes passed she headed towards an open cab, rattling off the address on her phone to the man. He nodded and helped her put her bags in the back before opening the back passenger door for her and closing it behind when she was inside and secure.

The drive was thirty minutes, a silence sinking into the cab as Anna avoided as much contact as she could. Her mind was racing, her orientation just hours away. She hoped to make a good impression, she hoped to excel from the beginning, but the pride in her was derailed by her self-conscious disposition.

"We're here."

She looked out at the double story house in front of them. They were in the middle of a suburb; palm tree's replacing the evergreens she had grown to love back home. The muggy air around her latched onto her skin as she stepped out and the cabby quickly came around and took out her bags. As she passed him the fair and a tip they both turned at the sudden voices.

"PLEASE MARK." The blonde woman stepped out of the house, a mission in her steps as she carried heels in her left hand. She turned back to scowl at the half naked man that ran out after her. "I'm done with this! All you do is work and work. I deserve better."

"Trish come on..."

His voice was deeper than Anna remembered. He looked different too, his hair tailored different, glasses still skewed on his face. As the woman he had called out to ignored him and crawled into her car to peel out of his driveway, his eyes finally looked down at the taxi that was just in front.

"Are you sure about this?" The cabby looked down at Anna wearily, and she chuckled, nodding her head with a big sigh.

"Sadly, I have no other choice."

"Anna?" He moved towards them, a puzzled look on his face. He patted at his pockets, looking for a phone that wasn't there. She didn't give him the benefit, taking her bags from the cabby and wishing him the best before pushing past Mark and heading towards the house. The half naked man she hated more than death followed behind, closing the door to the hot summer day. "I thought you were arriving at 5PM."

"It's 7 Mark. Where's my room?"

"Look I'm sorry, I got caught up in –"

"Where's my room?"

"Upstairs, last door on the left." She didn't look back at him, just climbed the stairs and headed down the hall. She glanced in at the door before hers, noting that that was obviously his room, a mess strewn across the room. Letting out a sigh she opened the door to her new home.

It was basic and plane, her things the only color in the confines. Closing the door behind her, Anna sank onto the mattress and pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes. She would not cry. She would not cry. She would not cry.

The sobs were there though and she suppressed them quickly. Dropping her hands she blinked away the black spots and stared up at the flat white ceiling. All she could hear in her head was her mother preaching.

_He's not the boy you grew up with Anna. Give him a chance; you're bound to be good friends. His mother says he's successful. I just can't afford to get you your own apartment. Not after your father's death. I'm sorry._

Letting a few tears leak down her cheeks Anna finally rose, whipping them away and shaking out of her jacket. She could do this, she had to do this.


End file.
